I awoke: the strange horse without summons out of the
distance ran,
Thrusting his nose to my shoulder; he knew in his
bosom deep
That once more moved in my bosom the ancient sad-
ness of man,
And that I would leave the Immortals, their dimness,
their dews dropping sleep.
O, had you seen beautiful Niamh grow white as the
waters are white,
Lord of the croziers, you even had lifted your hands
and wept:
But, the bird in my fingers, I mounted, remembering
alone that delight
Of twilight and slumber were gone, and that hoofs im-
patiently stept,
I cried, *O Niamh! O white one! if only a twelve-
hcured day,
I must gaze on the beard of Finn, and move where the
old men and young
In the Fenians* dwellings of wattle lean on the chess-
boards and play,
Ah, sweet to me now were even bald Conan's slanderous
tongue!
'Like me were some galley forsaken far off in Meridian
isle,
Remembering its long-oared companions, sails turning
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to threadbare rags;
553                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   2 A